The Safety Catch
Mr. Drumme slowly closed the book. Instantly the Major was on
his feet. Jeremiah half rose and then gave him the point.
"Let me relieve you of the book, Old Friend," said the Major,
taking Burton and putting him on the table with a reverence that
he and his readers might have thought misguided. Again Mr.
Drumme chuckled wickedly. The Major, his back to the Old
Friend, joined in as he did not know what it was about, and Jeremiah
gleamed blackly at John, who was past doubt the next item on the
agenda.
"And whom have you there, Eleanor?'* asked old Mr. Drumme,
looking keenly at John. Not more keenly, however, than Jeremiah
and the Major. If Mr. Drumme had been a large bone and the
company wholly canine, John's reception could not have been more
cordial.
"He says," replied Miss Drumme with sceptical emphasis, "that
his name is Klooner, and that you asked him to call." So saying, she
gave John a stare with her head well back as much as to say, "Now
we shall see."
The old man nodded. "Yes, yes," he said genially. "Of course."
He took up his stick. "Jeremiah!" he said, and pointed to the settee.
Jeremiah obeyed with as ill a grace as consisted with not losing a
point to the Major.
"Sit down there, my boy, where I can see you," said Mr.
Drumme, now pointing to the vacant armchair with his stick.
"You've dined, I hope?"
Dr. Johnson, John had heard, dined at an ordinary for fourpence,
off a slice of beef and a piece of bread. In the light of that, it would
seem that a pair of kippers ranked for an affirmative.
"Yes, thank you," replied John, taking the armchair.
Miss Eleanor Drumme stood by the table, her hand on the back
of a chair, a virgin of vigilance against that evil Benevolence of
which the world was so full.
"Do sit down, Eleanor," said Mr, Drumme. "I declare it quite
tires me to see you stand so much."
Miss Drumme, her eyes still on John, sat down suddenly and in
an entirely nominal manner on the hard chair whose back she had
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